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£xit all hat LMarcui a?id Tutts. 

Marcus. My Lord to ftep out of thefc driric dumps. 
How conies it that the fubtile Queene oiGothes, 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaunc’d in Rome. 

Ttt’ts. I know not Marcm, but I know it is. 

(Whether by deuife or no, the heauens can tell.) 

Is flie not then beliolding to the man, 

That brought her for this high good turne fo farrc. 

Enter the £mperoar)Tamoraatidhertwo James, vpith the Moon 
atonedoore. Enter at the a^er doore Bafcianm and 

Lamnia, reith others. 

Saturnine. So Bafcianns, you hauc plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your gallant Bride. 

Bafcianas. And you of yours my Lord, I fiiy no more. 
Nor wifii no lefle, and lb I take my leaue. 

Saturnine. T ray tor, if Rome haue law, or we hauc power, 
Thou and thy faftion (hall repent this Rape. 

’Bafciantu. Rape call you it my Lord to ceazc my ownc, 
My true betrothed loue, and now my wife : 

But let the lawes of Rome determine all, 

Meane while am I poffeft of that is mine. 

Saturnine. Tis good fir, you are very Ihorf with vs. 

But if we liue, weele be as fliarpe with you. 

Bafctanpu. My Lord what 1 hauc done as beft I may. 
Anfwcre I muft, and flialiidoo with my life, 

Oncly thus much I giue your Grace to know. 

By all the duties that I ®wc to Rome, 

This Noble Gentleman Lord 7” itm hecre, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d. 

That in the reftue o^Lauinia, 

With his owne hand did flay his youngcft fbnnc. 

In zcale to you, and highly moou’d to wrath, 


of Titus Andronicus, 

To be controdd in thr’t hefrankelie gaue, 

2^ecc.iuc him then to fauour Saturnine, 

That hath expreft himfelfc in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and i?ome. 

'Yitus. Prince 'Bafsianus leaue to plead my deedes, 

Tis thou, and thofc, that haue diflionourcd me, 

B^nte and the righteous heauens be my iudge. 

How / hauc lou’d and honoured 

Tamora. My worthy Lord, if cuer Tamora, 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine. 

Then hearc me Ipeakc indifferently for all : 

And at ray fiite (fweete) pardon what is part. 

Satur. What Madam, be dilhonoured openly. 

And bafely put it vp without reuengc. 

Tamora. Not fb my Lord,thc Gods o£%en;e forfenti 
I Ihould be Author to difhonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vn dertakc. 

For good Lord Titus innocence in all : 

Whofe furie not diflcmblcd fpeakes his greefes ; 

Then at my fijte looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe. 

Nor with fbwre lookes afflift his gentle hart. 

My Lord, be rulde by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diffcmble all your greefes and difrontents. 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

V pon a iufl: furuay take Titus part. 

And lb lupplant you for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Ycddc at intreates : and then let me alone, 

11c hndc a day to maffacrc them all, 

And race their faftioh and their familie, 

1 hccrucll Father, and his trayterous Tonnes, 

To whom I fued for my dccrc fonnes life. 
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